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venience. The same thing strikes me about Paris. He gave
reasons. I gave reasons. But his were better than mine.

Monday, July zgtk

I spent an hour and a half yesterday morning in writing four
lines of verse, and another three-quarters of an hour in sketching
out four more lines. At this rate, according to my present
spare time, I should accomplish one short poem in about six

Marriott said it was the hottest day he ever remembered. To
me it was merely hot. I did ' illumination' all afternoon.
After dinner we walked by the Seine and then up the escarp-
ment to Ezy, where there was a fete; at 9.10 there was nobody
there, certainly not more than 10 onlookers in the whole fieli
Hobby-horses, shooting galleries, spice-stalls, all stood as if
enchanted under their oil-lamps, on the grass. The dancing
tent was being lighted up. The small bandstand in the centre
of the tent was empty, and a card bearing the word " Mazurka "
hung from one of the thirty brass chandeliers. The manager of
the tent and his wife were putting the lamps slowly into the
chandeliers, she seemed extremely gloomy. A waiter with a
napkin round his neck, and a boy-waiter, stood talking to some
friends at a trestle table in the part of the tent reserved for
drinking. I spoke to them. The waiter turned, glanced at us,
and then resumed his talk with his friends. We sat down at a
table just outside the tent and after a time the boy came and
served us. Two or three more wanderers came and peeped at
the tent and departed. Then a whole family, including a little
boy of 5 or 6, came and sat down in the drinking part of the
tent. Two young girls with bows in their hair ran along to the
tent from the shooting-gallery, skipping and leaping, and then
back to their business.
A few more people arrived and made remarks about the empti-
ness and deadness of the tent Most went again, but some stayed.
Then the music of the hobby-horses, which we could not see
from our table, began. We left, crossing the field. The hobby-
horses were moving, scarcely anyone on them. Half concealed
in the centre, a white horse was dragging the machine round.
A man standing on the revolving platform held the horse's
bridle with his left hand and turned an organ with his right
A number of very young men had just arrived. One said to
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